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"Hey, that was the car!" The boy riding his bicycle across the street turned to look back at Echo’s white Purreal as she sat at the stop sign. His words along with how he looked at her made fear punch into her the gut. She knew she’d done nothing wrong, but what if she’d missed something? 

A smaller, dark haired boy pedaling along shortly behind was now in the middle of the intersection in front of Echo. "Huh?" he said, swerving to miss his friend who had slowed down. He then corrected quickly to avoid hitting the curb.

Echo thought the boys were going to stop. Fairly certain that the intersection was now clear, she stepped on the accelerator and turned right, the opposite direction the boys were heading. What have I done now? Echo thought. She couldn't remember, but she hadn't checked the news today. What if there was something already on the newsline? Worse, since a kid already knew about it, maybe it had gone out over the Hivewire. She wished she could remember if the boy had been wearing a link or not. She hoped his memory of the registration number on her license plate was as faulty as her noticing his forehead where the link would have been implanted.

Fracture would never overlook a detail like that.

How many other people had seen her this morning? She needed to get somewhere where she could find out if she'd already done something. Calling Sapere Chal seemed the logical thing to do, but if he started yelling at her for something Fracture had done, she’d end up having to hang up on him. Yeah, that wasn’t a plan. She needed to find out the information for herself. That meant she'd have to find a vidmachine booth, since she didn't have the implanted link that nearly everybody else had or other easy access to the newsline. 

As she drove, she watched for other people on the streets to see if they were staring at the Purreal the way the boys had. Maybe it was time to ditch this old clunker. Man, she hated giving up the car. Okay, so the body was dented and paint chipping off, and it had shimmies and grinds coming from the undercarriage, but it was paid for. It had over 166,000 miles on the engine, but it had never left her stranded anywhere with anything more extreme than a dead battery. She needed that kind of reliability.

Her stomach rolled with worry. What problem had Fracture left her in this time? She felt more like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde with every passing episode which left her with missing time. Had her own personal Mr. Hyde learned how to escape this lock? Or maybe it had known where to find the key. It scared her even more that her counterpart, the one she never remembered being, might possible be tapping into her thoughts without her knowing.

She turned onto a main road hoping the flow of traffic would keep her hidden for a bit longer. Her vents, which she had on a low fan, sucked in exhaust fumes from the truck in front of her. “We’re behind a stinky boy again,” Echo said as she switched to circulating the interior air. With her car as old as it was, she wasn’t really certain that this feature worked like it should but it gave her peace of mind that she wasn’t taking in all the toxins from the road.

Because worrying about poison gases at a time like this is logical, she thought sarcastically to herself. The metallic taste in her mouth could be from the outside air or from her anxiety, she didn’t know which but wished it would go away.

Maybe the boy’s words hadn’t really meant anything, she tried to reason with herself. Maybe he just thought it looked like another car which had pulled out in front of him or nearly run him over the day before. She might be getting worried over nothing.

When has that ever been the case? her thoughts ricocheted. It was bad enough that she had another personality to deal with, but betrayal by her own worrisome thoughts was nearly as terrible. 

Every second that slipped by, Echo expected a SafeGuard officer to appear behind her with his lights flashing for her to stop. Her skin itched with worry and the prickling felt like it was crawling up over her back.

She glanced into the rearview mirror then looked over her shoulder as she shifted into another lane. Echo felt like every other driver on the road watched her as if knowing that she’d done something wrong, as if reporting her location.

She hated this world. How long until she could get off? 

You’re here because you can’t control the novihomidrak personality, she reminded herself. Better to put you on a world with no short-term danger, a type of cleanup crew so you can’t do any lasting harm.

Personally, that seemed like a shitty reason. She wouldn’t be able to save anyone if her out-of-control shadow-self got her locked up now. She should have taken the saperes’ offer.

“You were born pre-maturely,” she’d been told by a sapere who aided the dragon in giving birth to her. “Your old memories weren’t completely wiped away to allow for the integration of the dragon aspect. There is a ceremony we can perform, but you have to be willing to go through a great deal of pain.”

She hadn’t been willing.

At present, turning down their offer didn’t seem like the wisest of ideas. But, at the time, the saperes hadn’t known how prematurely she’d been born or how severe the split would be. She figured if it was a contest between taking her chances or dealing with pain, she’d hope for fortune any day. Yet waking up nearly every day with spans of lost memory made it appear like luck was not on her side. More and more, she felt like a bug trapped in the slender space between glass and a window screen on a sweltering day. The more she scurried to seek a way out, the hotter and more frantic she felt.

Whipping into the parking lot, she stopped close to the vidmachine booth, but not where her car would be picked up on the booth’s security video. The cameras surveilling the parking lot were unavoidable. She reached into the back seat and pulled out her black sweatshirt. Ignoring the bloodstains she’d found on it this morning, she pulled it over her head. She could smell the blood. Tasian blood to be precise if she had to guess. A chill went through her. She would certainly hope that taking on a large and scaly green Tasian would stay in her memory. Unfortunately, she had no recollection of such an event. The Tasian hadn’t left a scratch on her; she knew, she’d checked. Of course, that wasn’t surprising. Tasians liked to use their long claws to shred things and it wasn’t often that you found a Tasian novihomidrak. If anyone ever wanted proof that the Onesong had some intelligence, it would be found in the fact that only humanoids could be novihomidraks, which meant new human born of a dragon along with a whole host of other complications Echo wished she’d never experienced.

She opened the car door, her seatbelt retracted, and her seat slid back automatically. She pulled on the sweatshirt and pulled up the hood as the car beeped at her that she hadn’t yet turned off the engine. She’d leave the Purreal running for now. She debated about leaving the door open, but that might be more suspicious and she didn’t want any cameras zooming in on her. Algorithms, everything ran on them in this world. Look for anything out of the ordinary and track it. 

Yeah, she reminded herself, don’t be a girl panicking to check out the newsline. Keep walking calmly. Calmly. Breathe. You took down a Tasian last night. No one’s going to cry over that. Right?

She felt in her pant pocket for a couple coins. Cash basis was the best way to go. She doubted that if she did happen to trigger some sort of alarm the authorities would go digging through the change bin to confirm her fingerprint on a little piece of cast metal. Not when they had so many cameras around that could just give a blurry distortion of her face anyway. She only had to worry if one of the camera’s algorithms suspected something and zoomed in on her. 

Had whatever happened last night been bad enough that the authorities already had facial recognition software searching the cameras throughout the city for her?

She pulled on the side of her hood as if she could pull it further over her face. It was only a matter of time before her shadow-self got her into that much trouble. No, Fracture was perfect and Sapere Chal would remind her of that. Fracture, as a novihomidrak, had a connection to the Humline that ran through the entire universe. Fracture had insight into what was going to happen at any given time and knew exactly what needed to play out. Fracture was the diamond. Echo was the flaw. She sometimes wondered what her life would be like, if they had been properly merged. 

Echo kept her head down as she entered the vidmachine booth and dropped her coins into the open slot.

“Hey, wait,” a guy yelled as he ran for the door. 

Echo pulled the door shut. 

“Please,” he begged, tugging on the handle.

“I just need to see the headlines, maybe read one story,” Echo said, holding the door closed. “I’ll be done shortly.”

“Please!” he screamed through the little window at her. “There’s been an explosion at First and National. My wife works there. They have crews on the scene. I have to see how bad it is and if I can get down there.”

Echo wanted to tell him that it wasn’t her problem and he could wait another moment. Heck, in his white shirt, black jacket, and blue paisley tie, he looked wealthy enough to afford a vidmachine in his car. Why didn’t he have
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